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she   has   not   found   all.    She   loses
before she attains.

Ah, the dear earth !    We shall never
deceive you.

(They sing.)

I shall crown you with my garland,

before I take leave.
You ever spoke to me in all my joys

and sorrows.
And now, at the end of the day, my

own heart will break in speech.
Words came to me, but not the tune,
and the song that 1 never sang

to you
remains hidden behind my tears.

Brother, did you notice that some
one seemed to have passed by ?

The  only  thing  you   feel  is  this
passing by.

I felt the touch of the mantle of
some wayfarer.